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Author's Notes: 
I'm not very used to reading or writing James' voice, so | hope this turned out at least somewhat in character. 


| also let my own protectiveness towards Kirk seep through a litle, | couldn't help myself. 


Also, Dave is a bit mean in this one. | don't hate him, he just makes such a good antagorist. 


Enjoy! 


It was yet another after-show party. James didn't want to say that he was growing tired of them, really, he 
wasn't, but something felt off that evening. He was already pleasantly buzzed and well on the way to absolutely 
shitfaced. Jason was talking to him, which his brain had tuned out for the last few minutes and he hoped that 


the bassist would get the hint from his noncommittal answers. His attention was solely on their special quest 


that evening, which he tried to hide, not wanting to give his former bandmate the satisfaction of knowing how 


much his presence threw him off. 


They had run into Dave plenty of times at award shows, concerts and festivals, but usually, the redhead 
wouldn't visit just to see them. Things were still too awkward and sometimes even hostile between them for 


that. 


Dave was talking to Lars and the small Dane even made him laugh a couple of times. He had to give it to the 
drummer, while he could be absolutely obnoxious and James wanted to strangle him half of the time, once he 
turned on his charm, there were few things others would deny him. It was something James found himself 

envious of often Instead of Lars' easy charm and Kirk's inescapable cuteness and dorkiness, all he appeared in 


interviews was stiff and awkward. 


Jason had finally understood that talking to him was a lost cause and made himself busy by getting another 
drink. Looking back at Dave and Lars, James noticed that the guitarist was regarding the bar with a hateful 
expression that James had been very familiar with back in the day. Another look back to the bar confirmed 
his suspicion that Kirk was also getting himself a drink and chatting with Jason, much happier to indulge in 


conversation with his bandmate than James had been. 


He was smiling brightly and bouncing back and forth on his feet, a result of his energetic personality and the 
amount of alcohol he had likely already consumed since the show. But his smile faltered when he looked up and 
he would have spilled his drink all over himself if Jason hadn't caught his arm in time. Kirk gave him a nervous 
laugh and seemed to apologize, before shooting another nervous glance at the redhead that was still watching 


him with a burning gaze. 


James sighed. He really wasn't in the mood to have to keep Dave's temper in check, much less keeping him 
from killing Kirk. Should he go over and talk to his former friend? It wouldn't make things better, but maybe it 
would shift Dave's focus away from his raplacement. James wasn't feeling very martyrish though, so he left 


Lars to fend for himself and sauntered over to the bar to get himself another drink. 


Not much changed over the course of the next hour. James was still hyperaware of the tense atmosphere, 
Lars and Dave were still chatting and Kirk was nervously pouring one drink after the other down his throat. 
Dave was also not easy on the alcohol and James felt as if his expression got angrier with every empty glass, 
if that was even possible. 


At some point, it started to get exhausting for James to watch and withstand the tenseness all around, so he 
got over his antisocial self and approached Kirk. The smaller guitarist flinched when James laid his hand on his 
shoulder. "You good?" James asked and felt a bit stupid because of how obviously not good Kirk was. But that's 
how it was if you were in a metal band, you said ‘you good?’, not ‘is there anything | can do”, or ‘do you 


wanna talk about it? 


Kirk nodded while avoiding eye contact and fidgeted with the hem of his shirt. "I think I'll turn in for tonight, | 
dunno why, but | feel beat," he said and shrugged. James nodded. He gave his shoulder another clasp, wished 
him a good night and watched the smaller man slink away to his room. He had thought he might feel more at 
ease once Kirk was out of the picture, not having to worry about Dave beating him up anymore, but the weird 


feeling at the back of his neck refused to go. 


He had gotten himself yet another drink and dodged Jason who seemed to feel very talkative when he noticed 
that Dave wasn't speaking with Lars anymore. With a rush of panic, he scanned the room and saw a flash of 
long red hair exit the hotel bar. He took a deep breath, Dave might only want to use the toilet and he didn't 


know Kirk's room number anyway, everything was fine. 


In a desperate attempt to distract himself until he would have eyes on his former guitarist again, James sidled 
up to Jason and talked to him. Unfortunately, the bassist had also noticed that Kirk seemed off and asked if he 


knew what that was about. 


It felt like an hour since he had seen Dave leave, but it was probably closer to fifteen or twenty minutes and 
James felt like he was going to explode from anxiety. When he thought that he would break down and scream 
any minute now, he finally gave in. It wouldn't hurt if he quickly checked in with Kirk, made sure he's alright. It 


also wouldn't take more than ten minutes and he would be back before anyone noticed. 


James got out the key cards on his way to the elevator. Usually, their manager would take the additional keys 
that came with the double rooms they got now, but James had checked them in this time and was still in 
possession of them. 241 it said on Kirk's, which was only two rooms down from James’ room. Having the key, 
he wouldn't even have to wake the other man, he could just let himself in, make sure Kirk was still breathing 


and then he could go back to the party as if nothing had happened. 


The elevator doors slid open and James navigated himself to Kirk's room. He was just a couple of feet away 
from the door when he stopped in his tracks. There had been a loud bang from the other side of the wood and 
a muffled moan that sounded very much like Kirk. He stepped closer. He could hear him talking, Jesus, he 
sounded as if he was crying. James couldn't make out the words, but once the other person spoke up, he knew 


who was in the room with his friend. 


Dave must have knocked and Kirk would have opened the door, expecting anyone but the redhead who probably 
instantly shoved his way inside - 


Another moan ripped James out of his thoughts. Dave was beating him up. Kirk could stand up for himself, but 
he was so much smaller than Dave and the other man was a force to be reckoned with.. James fumbled with 


the key card. He had to interfere before his former guitarist put his current one in a coma. 


The door unlocked and opened silently and James saw a short hallway with a door to the bathroom on the 
right and a mirror and some hooks for jackets on the left. The layout was identical to his room. The voices 
were coming from the bed and James inched closer. Kirk wasn’t saying anything intelligible anymore, which 
worried James quite a bit. He could only hear muffled moans of pain, sobs and in between some ‘Dave's and 
‘please's. James froze upon hearing Dave speak. He was murmuring, but the words that drifted over made him 


furrow his brows. "You little slut, you like that, huh, you stupid fucking whore. This is all you're good for." 


Sure, Dave had said some mean things about Kirk both on record and behind closed doors, but this was a new 
low. James steeled himself against the amount of blood he was likely going to see and took the last step into 


the room. Nothing could have prepared him for what was awaiting him there. 


Dave was fully clothed, which made Kirk look even smaller and more exposed. He might have been on all fours 
at some point, but now, Dave had his right fist tangled in his hair and held his head and upper body down 


against the mattress while he was thrusting into the smaller man at a fast pace. 


Kirk's body appeared absolutely boneless, his hands seemed to have gripped the bedding at some point because 
the fabric close to his head was a little bunched up, but now they just laid open and motionless while his body 
was rocked back and forth. His eyes were unfocused and rolled back into his head a little whenever Dave 
thrust in particularly hard and deep, which was also when a small, broken sound would spill from his slightly 
open lips. Kirk didn't seem to see him, but Dave certainly did. His rhythm faltered for a brief moment, but he 


continued with even more fervor and a grin on his lips as he held James’ gaze. 


James didn't know what to do. What he was seeing barely registered within his brain, he had expected to break 
up a physical fight, not this. Dave sped up noticeably and finished, not hiding his pleasure in the slightest and 
not breaking eye contact. He seemed to enjoy showing off to James, this was a power play to him and he was 
winning. He pulled out and James noted with concern that he hadn't used a condom. He adjusted himself and 
zipped his pants back up, while Kirk slumped a bit on the bed, but remained motionless apart from that. 


Dave stepped up to James, still wearing that irritating, arrogant smirk on his face. "Thanks for letting me play 
with your toys," he whispered, inches away from James’ ear. "You should take advantage too, he's all loose and 


wet now." 


That snapped James out of his trance and he roughly shoved the other man into the next wall. "I swear to 
God, Dave, if you don't get out of here right now, | will kill you," he growled. "And if you ever lay a finger on 
Kirk again, | will cut them off one by one, do you hear me?!" Dave's only answer was that same old infuriating 
smirk he had plastered on his face. He gave James another long look before pushing him away and walking out 


of the room without another word. 


Dave stared at the door for a couple of seconds after it had fallen shut before slowly and anxiously turning 
back around to Kirk He still hadn't moved. James inched closer and crouched down by the bedside. Kirk's eyes 
were only half open and unfocused, his face was wet, but he couldn't say what of it was sweat, tears or 
saliva. He hesitantly raised his arm and stroked the dark curls out of his face. "Kirk?" he asked with a low 


voice. "Kirk, can you hear me?" 


Dark eyes opened a bit more and focused on James and for a couple of seconds, he just looked a little sleepy. 
Then, he started to become aware of the situation and his eyes got wide as he struggled to grasp the blanket 
on the other side of the bed to cover himself. Once he had sufficiently done that, he hid his face in his arms 


and let out a small whine. 


James felt helpless, he had no idea what he was supposed to do in this situation. He lifted his hand again and 
stroked it over the other man's bare shoulder, gently since he wasn't sure if it was alright to touch him. 
"Kirk? [ts alright, man," he said with a shaky voice, not even fooling himself. Nothing was alright. "Look at me, 
please, | wanna help you, but you've got to talk to me. | don't know what l'm doing here," he finished with a 


nervous laugh. 


First, there was no movement, but then, Kirk slightly lifted his head to get a glimpse of James’ face. He gave 
him an unsure smile that was probably closer to a grimace than anything else, but it worked. Kirk stopped 


covering his face, but he was still avoiding eye contact. "You don't hate me now?" he asked with a small voice. 


James spluttered. "What- what are you talking about, of course | don't hate you, | would never hate you!" 


"Kirk? Was Dave, was he-", he took a deep breath, "was he raping you?" he asked and a shudder went down his 
spine at the thought. "Or did you.." he trailed off. "Was it like, was it.. consensual?" he asked. Kirk gave him 
another scared look and then nodded as a tear ran down his cheek. James bit the inside of his cheek. "Yes to it 
was consensual?" he asked with a hopeful tone. Kirk nodded again. James felt some of the tension leave him. 
While the near abusive exchange he had witnessed was worrisome even if it had been consensual, he was glad 


that his friend hadn't been raped. 


He sat next to the bed, thinking about what he should do next when Kirk broke the silence. "It started about a 
year ago, | think, at an award show. We were both drunk, | like rough sex sometimes and he liked to take his 
anger out on me, | guess." His voice was scratchy and James didn't want to think about if it was from the 
moaning and crying or something else. He still looked a little ashamed, which troubled James. Kirk had never 
been ashamed of his likes and dislikes and was open to try pretty much anything. But having been caught in 
this position by James must've dragged that feeling up from wherever he buried it as a teenager. Man, was 


he pissed at Dave. 


"That doesn't make it alright though," he said and the scared look returned to Kirk's face. "Dave's behavior, | 
mean," he quickly added on. "He can't just use you like this, verbally abuse you and then leave once he's done. 
He should." Yes, what should Dave have done? He should have run a bath for Kirk, held him in his arms as he 
fell asleep and told him how wonderful he was. 


James felt a little confused about where those thoughts had come from but chose to ignore that line of 
thinking for now. If Dave wasn't going to make sure that Kirk was alright, then he would have to. "Would you 


like me to run you a bath?" 


Kirk looked surprised and for a second, James thought he would decline, but Kirk nodded. "That would be very 


nice, thank you." 


James got up and walked to the bathroom. He was relieved to see that their rooms really were identical and 
that this one also had a big tub in addition to a shower. He let the water in and added the small bottle of hotel 
shower gel to create some bubbles. He checked the temperature twice to make sure it was fine and then went 
back to the bedroom to check on Kirk. The smaller man had gotten up in his absence and wrapped a fluffy 
hotel robe around himself. "Bath should be ready in a few minutes," he said and Kirk nodded. The silence was a 
bit uncomfortable, so James went back to check on the water and temperature again. He told Kirk once it was 
full enough who thanked him and entered the bathroom with what James assumed to be his sleeping clothes 
under his arm. He closed the door but didn't lock it, which James saw as a big sign of trust considering how 


vulnerable he must feel. 


James thought about what he should do with Dave. He couldn't do anything too public because then, other 
people would get wind of it and he couldn't expose Kirk like that. Which meant he also couldn't involve Lars. 
Should he talk to Dave one on one? Given his reaction earlier, he just wanted to get under his skin, which he 


would succeed at if James would seek him out. He sighed. There wasn't much he could do and he should 


probably talk to Kirk about it first. After he had made sure he was fine. 


Kirk didn't stay in the bath for too long, maybe fifteen minutes and then he was standing next to the bed in 


loose flannel pants and a big graphic t-shirt. "You're still here?" he said, but he didn't sound too surprised. 


"Of course." James could have never left without making sure that Kirk was alright, without at least saying 
goodnight. "Is there anything else | can do?" he asked hesitantly. 


Kirk shook his head. "Thank you, but | think I'm gonna go to sleep for real now." James nodded and turned to 
the door, but then he stopped. He didn't want to go yet. He still wanted to make sure that Kirk was safe and 
just the thought of leaving him alone like this had his stomach in a twist. 


"Would you maybe, like me to stay here? Tonight?" he asked without taking his eyes off the floor. 


There were several seconds of silence until Kirk finally answered. "Uhm, sure, okay." 


James hadn't expected this to be this awkward. They had had lots of sleepovers, shared a bed many times in 
the earlier days of the band and yet, now it was a bit weird and tense. 


"You should stop," James said, knowing that Kirk wasn't asleep yet despite the light being out. "He's just using 
you." Not just to take his frustrations out, but also to get back at him, James thought but didn't say out loud. 


"| know," Kirk answered with a small voice. 


"And hey, if you ever crave some roughness, you know where to find me," James added, trying to lighten the 


mood. 


He could hear Kirk shift next to him and felt dark, inquisitive eyes on his face. "Do you really mean that?" 


Did he? If James was honest with himself, his extreme protectiveness over Kirk was a bit more than just 
friendly. So was the affection he felt whenever he saw the smaller man laugh or smile or crack one of the 


unfunniest jokes he'd ever heard. "Yes," he said and tried to make it sound as earnestly as he meant it. 


He heard the blankets rustle again and shortly after, Kirk buried his face in his chest. James slung his arms 


around him and the last bit of tension left his body. Kirk was safe now. 


